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‘““THE RODNEYS." " HIN it wint round how no hundherd qu. shure anoueh, wid my wife in buff hid, N sllver wyers, that stud like spyers, “," HO slck gr helthy, wid P‘-:ﬂf" and ":1:::'- ““ 01‘:'1&? un tonst him, who well may boast
Ws make place below for the little eple of potind now | b And mo In & dhress-cont bleok as ink, To Alst and West aud to North and South, Had sthruggled on to his journey ' mg ‘

1 have previously spoken, entitled Could buy s pass for an alderman; Cumd an Paycky, she and her Miokey Ran lines of ribbin which widout fibbin, Nor grudged for others, 'mid toil and bothers, Three cheors for Cyrus aud for Cyrus' plant
Wh"‘l.‘, *ll. : l:“_'.i r." Al = “;, . I, 1 | My wife, a while in, sed 10 me smilia, Wint to seé and hear all, and ate and dhrink, Brot nows as sthrai® s the word o' mouth, ' The ripest years of his life to spind, (iod blies the eable, and shirong snd stably
;il"l' I"u‘:;i‘l”v“n:lr;!l:i ﬂt‘wljnl ; Ilr'.lr::;] I-“ \\‘"““:11 " “We'll go, my darlin_ jist to show we oaun.” Broandway wus jamd so, nud futpath cramd so, The greate Chynees and the Affeanhers, and Till now, when scoutors aud apeerin donbters | May proove the wurk of this noble man.

is ! + Uablo ' “ ro-

Their bitther tougnes could no longer weeld,
But joind the korus that sung the glories
The wida world ovir of Cgros Field.

| May Freodom's spirit, which we Inherit, -
| Bate in ita pulse throngn the mighty say | |
| And iviry hour add 1o the power—

The people’s power and the workers® sway I

The Hinudoo sage of tuo sandy Atsl;
And poor whie siuves too acrasy the waves oo
Bid Cyrus welkim ooto the faste.

There searce was room for our conch to go;
But goon the rackit brot Capten Brackit,
| Who cleered the way to the portico,

Sez 1, "My luv, war the 'mortial Jove (or
To put out Mayor and the Counnslers nl),

Wid oare a ticket we'll pass the pleket
Aud plump in the best sate in the hail”

member how the completion of the Atlantic
Telegraph wad eommemorated by a ball iv

. tropolls, at which ¢ the oity ofMoinls
the motroj iich all the city official FIYHE Labradonr min, and loe-boun shoremin, !

were present, and shoddy shone resplondent.
It is to deseribe this bl that the poem is
written, The huppy expressions used, the
gendal satire  exhibited, and the excellent
qualitice of a Nterary offort sparkling with
wit, commend it to peculiar favor. The
author, Mr. D, O°C, Townley, has been conr-
teous enongh to grant us permission to pub-
lish his poem. The work ftself, hand.
somely Hlustrated and well printed, is for sale,
in neat pamphlet form, by T. B, Peterson &
Brothers, No, 306 Chosnuat street,

“Hureab for Cyras! may ho Inshipies us!
Giod Dliss Lhe power that the tollers wen]d!

Hurrah for Freedom! sl as we need "o,
God sigd s workmiln ke Cyrus Fleld!™

ALDERMAN

AT THE

CABLE BANOUET:
AN IMPROVISED EPIC

ROONEY

oY HIMSELF.

“Ho sings the srory ¢f Cyrny' glory,
Whin he ap and tou.d o1 his Inbor dun;

THE RACKPTION,
A ND ther the Loelins wid burstin leelins
U Shiud on the shtens 1 tas peltin rain,

8, shure enough, wid my wife in buft hid,

And m# in o dhress-cont black ns Ink, 2N
b

Qupld an Psycky, she and her Mickey,
Wint to see and hear all, and ate and dbrink.?

IS DN ORITION,
N0 e my Peyckey wint iron her Miekey
b o clouds o besaty nud pastlin =ik,

From lleinds far fn t e Northern Sayas;
And gullsswipt sans thiro of Southern lans too,
From pacefull homes in the Wosthern hays;
From every sod where they bliss thoir god thors,
For mighty powrsthat his worpiin weeld
O'er Innd snd osbin wid thrue dovashun
Kem thank: and greetin to Cyrus Fisld,

l PON the tables thero shtud the eabla,
A pecce ut Inste ol the fursy and jnet—
And all the sulps too, that made the thrips
through,

And carryd the sarpint and made |* fast:
And mountin vayses, wid shugar doavsoys

Aund jelleys buils like the piramids,
Aud thiogs that Faroh, or Fiadlin Naro

Did niver dbrsme In ther drunkin fits,

HIA DESCRIFTION TERMINATES ABRUPTLY.
ASI) white camaylias, and orim<on daylias
And hundberds sich like giv weolkim too;

In eviry corner a joy was born, or

some wondhrous beauty kem out to view:
And musle peelin kem from the ceelin

Where Dodwurth sal ke a baythin god,
And spakin Latin did wave tiis hatin,

Ani rooled the speers wid a Jovial nod,

8 1 stud sthrainin to catch the mainin,
That I might tell of thess eurious things,
And wid prectshun fultil my mishun,
For truth should bliss what the post stugs;
Like ove mapyerd, wid janios tyerd
I moved to spake, and had cleerd my throte:
Whin, just the time in to stop my rsmin,
The skirt was pulled nearly off my cont.

‘e “‘7 HY, Rooncy, man dear, hould out yer
hand Lere,”
Sead frind Obdyke who sktud vist the daore,
“Tv's mighy plalzed tho' you do losk crazed 20,
I am to see you, come up the Hoore:
But Mick, my prince, sur, widour oflinse sur,
You surely have been a' dhrinkin sum.”
Sed ], “Your right, sur, for such delight sar,
Makes botther somiles thau Jawsyeky raa.”
" ‘I ERE. tuke my arm, for I meant uo
barm, sir,
And come nud sui= you beside the chare:
1 see your lndy wid Missis Braly,
And the Swmythes and Lows in the corver
thepe,”
8o up the rocm, thro' the grand parfume to
The chare we marchd mid the bate ot diran s,
Ani the peop'e rose, and stitud on their toes, and
Toe bund pluyed up “See the Hayro comes 1

HE BOWSH AND BLEs3ES,

YIIN Mistor Low be aid bow, astho' he
Vvor made on purpose for to aet pelite;
Aund 1 dud thry toe, Yo come as nigh to
A mod exprishun of my own delpe;

CYRUS RESPONDS,
FEVELIN up rose alimin, that mighty hall in,
And ehverd they londly and eheerd the

“They cheerd us lowdly—wo Intherd proudly,
And gazed wid rapture around the room,
Till Misala Rooney grew rather swooney,
Wid exclss of joy and the sthrong parfume.

Fe lwterdueed nim npto thimall-

Aud tharked ail others, hia friends aud brothers

Of every naysnen that was in the hal

SEie naivie B RrG ML aB Y And olasebaniit, $00 And bowd s grau ! as, and shende ] as bland a- | 1 blissa the wees whers aniled 'h.“ TrACYS, w0 down 1 bint to the Presiding, «ho Jovie,
And Iu“, Uiy !‘-athl\':h\ did biiss 11""“”50“’-" (] . 1f Mickel Rllﬁflﬂ)‘ wor the Kine ot -‘:l‘.ll.". And rores shhwnmn in a sav ol wilk. Wiaen 1 ZOL up from that grasel bow‘ And dhira:ned :ll"lr g]"lﬁﬂl‘-' Wlll‘l,‘ {rom Pl ] TADLEAU: FINALR.
i 2 _ The Police Insprethor and Pert Collectuor And thin nlone ike, as from his throne like Did snize my band so, and seid 50 grand, O | A h ' IIE thin sa' uown, and they crowded roun,
The Aitin and Dhrinkin and Spaykin and Toasts, |  gyud on aich side as we boulted in; Balehazznr looked on the Bankwit hatl, My dear frind Cyris bere's Rioney now " ! and

EDITED BY D. O'C. T.

DIDICATED,
WIDOUT PARMISAUN,
TO THE

Mimbirs ob the Chambir ob Commares,

“As suony wether,” said both togedher,

“Yer welkim, Hooney! shuv ont yer fin,”
!l“-l]N Mister Smyth did lade in my wife, wid
A graceful aise that was mighty fine,

And John A. K. wid myself the way thrid
Through crowds of polis drawd up in line.
Thus through the throng thin we passed al nyg,
whin
We kem at last to the bankwit hall,

In wondhbrous maze too I there did gaze too
On heyvenly simbals along the wall,

FPYHERE hung the Bhtars, and the planet Mars,
and
An olive branch in his opin mouth,
Joopther and Juno, the Sun snd Moon, oh !
And sthraimers wavin from North to Bouth:
And down below there swung too and fro there,

OW Cyans bloshed, whin 1 to him ruoshed |
N thin,
And Jage my hunds on liis throbbin brow,
And sar’, **Brave toyler, there lives no spoyler
Gy shitale a thred irom yer plory now;
My heart wid sizhs full, wid tears myv eyes fuil,
I bliss you heren the People's view,
B ay Fuith wshpire us to deels hke Cyrus 1Y

The band burst ont in o mighty song.
1iarrab for Cyrus ! may be incshpire us!
Giod blisa the power that the totlers weeld !
Hurrah for Freedom ! and as we need 'em,
God stnd us workmin like Cyrus Ficld 1
ND\\' Cyrus rose np, npon his toes up,
And bowd sll round tothe cheerin erowd:

In turn he blissd tham, and thin addressed thim;
In gracious words he discoorsed aloud.

They shuk hiz hands wid a hearty prayer,
Whin my wife oud I up, and huggd the boy up,
And all but smothered him in the cliare,
“There, let him go down,” sald Mr. Low now;
“God blss you, Rooney, our faithiul frind,
Tis min like you bere, and wile so thrue dear
“Will guard vur rope at the Irish ind "

40 we tuk our sate there in grandest state

. | The big round world wid an irin zoan; | the People rose and thoy blissd him too & those navEsvitA Iw Bl TR Finesing D there,
AND THE Wher waitin spoonies sune out, "“The Rooneys!" | 1o which ther came in; wid lines o fdaywin, An 0} y j "Alml:'lol:lit-?l?rlf;)lli;v‘ l”_““l‘ I:;rlw"rli?lml'- And hobbed and pobbed wid the grale and
PUBLIC GINIRALLY, And flung the doore hard agiu the wall, The souge of Shrars in & tundher tone. ATETN AND BHEINELN, : G ST ' small,
: FPHIN all sat down, and the soup wint roun PO IRV LR N IAh] Nkl LG While the tonsts und speeches rowled out ke
LADIES AND JINTLEMIN : . rlum\'vlu-vn--l nslowdly—weantherd proudiy, ND up on high, e 0 sunsaet sky, was 1 il ' The Present ped for all thrubbles past, \ 3 i ’
VLR ut.c%‘:‘;‘;‘vrl::l;i'.u?.htﬁ:ul:,!}i.‘:." trom me | And gazed wid rapture arounid e roow, The dowe wli 61ld wid ¢ hundherd dles, pecches,

agin
VienArl Roonky, Alderman,
ROONRYVILLE, Dooomber 1%, IhCU, ‘

JLE |

IMPROVISED EPIC OF ALDERMAN ROONEY, |
“iQontionere omnes, ;t;mlqua ora tenebant, ‘
Inde toro pater Engas sio orsus abaito."” .

|

THE ALDEEMAN PEILOSOPIIZES,
XPAYRIENCE praiches, and practis talehes
To poet nashier ox to poet fil; {
That writin's alsy whin subjects plalse ye,
And words convaynient to wrap up the wit,
If rhyme wid rsison, slways In saison, |
Will but flow to me in graceful ehtrame,
1'll tell the story of Oyrus' glory,
For never janius had nobler thame,

M0 sing hi= payshing, whin, short of rayshins, |

He axed for bread and recayved a stone,
1s not my wishun, I've odher 6i<h in
The pau to iry, so lave that alone.
Nor do I mana to siug out & pane to
The will of iron that spauned the say;
¥ur betther able the throbbin cable
To praise its masther thin poet's lay.

PREPATIAL,
JOR this tusk wor itsell would ask for
]j A year tusing it—tbhat wondhroys plan
Which binds togedher with iron tedher
The tbhruest lntherests and the hopes of man; |
Which spakes alowd to the algur crowd 00—
The spertt slaves on the Alstern side,
Presarve your lumps now, from midulght dnmps
now,
The bridegroom's comin to meet the bride,
Y song's the story of Cgrus’ glory,
M Whin he up and tould of his labor dun;
Whin calves were kilt, ob ! und claret spiit, too,
And the City Fadhers did bllss thelr son;
Who not in tatthers, did meet bis palers,
{The Latin's useful whin you waot & rbyme,)
But, rieh wid honnors from firty donors,
He won the race wid ould Faiber Tune.
] IKE Asmodayoe, whin pone ean seo us,
4 We poets watch ye at good and 1115
Nor bars nor bolts, or revolvig' coliser
Can shitop the jaulos that won't be stall,
No club so0 pryvate we cannot hyve at,
No sssignayshin we may not keep:

No neat of besaty, oh | plainn duty,
Or Indy's boodwar we may not peap.

THE NESOLUTION AND DEPARTURE.
ND g0 last weak whin 1 heard them spake (o
The Commeree Chamber, of what they’d do
To show their joy Lo the dariin boy, who
Had marryd the ould world onto the pew—
Bed I, aside, By the good Saint Pride, 1
Will honner Cyrus I T live so long!
Aund the grute evint so wi'l into priut go
Iu dethless sthrains of & posi's soug.

| TN Missis Rooney grew rather s#

Buey,
Wid excis« of joy and the sichirong puricme;
Fut Missis Low thin, and Haryit s1owe thin
Kem runnin torrid wid s hunsg hes
And sed, My dreers, ver as weliipm dere sai

¥ v

As shaves ol corn wn tarashin o e,

I mors,

Whieh rove sud fe)l, wain the musie awellin
Wid sonpd el ihaen
And banyse= i, bone tvom tresiyd wall, swuang:
Like livin crns tiyes, wid irgnti
They v

pet aid inll or pise,

WaYS,

vl wbnser thel: ur s ket

thout there
I'rom distan® ninyshvus in Oy rus praise,

“ And ther

the Leellng wid burstin fevllng
frud on the stepes 1o the peltin raln,

And howd as graond as, and smiled as bland g
If_Mickel Mooney war the king of Bpane,”

The tizsh nnd mate nud the Irish stew,
And the froiis and paste for to whet the taste, or

thaoked the ladies, whoge shmile repayed

H"

To build foundas=hun for something new,
wid Roman punch, and the nuts to cruneh and
Jellies from Spein and ices Grees;
Wit Clarit oldin and Sherries goldin,

That sint & glow to the dhirmkers cheek,
7 HILE thus we took in the best of cookin,
And washed it down wid the best of

dhbrink,

As duty boun to, 1 looked aroun, to
{ireat 511 magnates wid knowin wink,
First to the Chare I did dhriuk In sherry,

And thin to Cyrus in bright Shampaue;

Thin 1o Count Corbal 1n Shatow Orgal,
And in Burgunday to s lord from Spayne.

¥ UST th'n a waster cama to my sate, “Sur,”
L Suys he, “'the Admiral 'tls prond would
feel.”
Qeg 1, “Wid plezhure, tell thal ould trezhure
I pleage his belth in the best Mobile,”
Ty Mister Beecher | tossed n sereecher,
Aurl one to Horrags took down wid greed,
Aud thin to Hoffman 1 nixt did gquof one,
Thin n ronsin bumper to Gineral Meade.

HE TELLS OF THE T0ASTS,
rEYHIN Doctor Bellows and all good fellows,
Who keep us strait on the crookid way,
I dbrank in port; oh ! the good ould sort too,
That goes down alsy lke anrinkin tay,
Wid many anodher, who called me brodher,
I divrank in tumblers of prime Layiitt,
Nor mssed the ladles in wine from Cadles,
Thaet melts to lny and lushpires Lo wit.
8 aitin over we sat in clover,
;X “Plaise co ve to ordher,” sed Mister Low,
sP0 1] aich glows now the bottles pais Dow,
1 wive tho Marst toast upon the row;
s your Prisidint, whom the Lora has aint
To work his wondhers, If he sint at all,
W hatalr his caypers, 1 swear by Jaypers

He'll come out right yit before ye alt!"
NI sn they showted, tho' some few powled,
4'\. And ethers pue down their glass In
rlr!w'lu
But in good saison they came Lo raisin
As the chare he bawld out, ‘“‘Now, boys, the
Queen |
' {= Queen Vicloray, her sowl to glory !
Come dhriok her, boys, and her dayoeot son,
There's other varmint desarves @ sarmint,
But Queen Victoray is not the one,”

THE GURST OF THE EVINING,
rYHIN whin the cheerln gov way to heerin,
The Chiare he rose up wid shmile so blan,

Aud male & spache there no publick taycher

Could bateln grammar, or inlsngwidge grand
e rould vy all, how widin the hull now,

Wwid an humble heart snt the modest man,
Who sbpiie of thrubbles sud burstin bubbles,

Wid parsavayrence had matured his plan,

Most storm+ hours on the roar'p deop,
| Whin tur 1rom bome on the Oushi o roann’.
He blissd them «10 whm he conldn't <leep,
.} He thanked th Chayepoan whao #pok . bo Inir
whin

And the Cable talked up along the wail.
£o keadaiks shtoruln tl early morain
All dud thewr ¢ty wid pmigbe and muin,
Tall the wasres wattaers sunk in ther caylers,
Aud the Let ius swore they'd vo wmeie kb o
pune.
THER IND

AL
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o thin sat down, and they orowded roun, and
They shuk his hands wid & barfy prayer,
"ia Whin my wife and T up, sod hoggd the boy up,
And all but gmottered blm lo the chare" ' =

]




